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POSSESSIVE PRINCE 


Possessive Prince will delight fans of Jenika Snow and 
Alexa Riley 


After my mother passes I’m a younger woman wh0o’s all 
alone for the first time. 


| decide to live out her one wish and visit the romantic 
Spanish island of Mallorca in her memory, but when a 
handsome, mysterious older man pulls me from the sea | 
realize this holiday might lead me to making the ultimate 
memory with my sexy Spaniard. 


| wasn’t expecting a Spanish romance in the beautiful 
Balearic Sea, but that’s exactly what I get. And he’s going 
to get something else entirely when | realize I’ve fallen for 
him and it’s finally time for my first time...with him. 


But all | can think about is how to make my first time turn 
into all the time, as in live in Spain permanently with him as 
we start our own family together. 


KKK KK 


As a Spanish prince l'm always on the lookout for people 

with an agenda. But for the first time in my life I’m the one 
with the agenda when a possessive streak hits me after a 
close encounter with a beautiful tourist. 


But | need to know she’s as obsessed with me as! am with 
her, and when | do I’m going to make her my princess for 
life. 


But when the king finds out what I’m up to will this 
possessive prince’s royal romance be a welcome 
addition to the palace, or will they send the both of us 
packing...forever? 


But there’s only one forever that matters to this prince... 
making her mine and starting a family...together forever 
with my perfect princess. 


*Possessive Prince is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Leo 
“Want me to get rid of this one, sir?” 


The head of palace security looks through his binoculars out 
to the Balearic Sea off the coast of Mallorca. 


“Get rid of whom, Alejandro?” 


“Well, it seems the paparazzi have resorted to coming by 
sea.” 


“By sea?” 


“Pictures of your holiday are worth a lot of money on those 
gossip websites these days. | guess they’ve learned some 
new tricks from the American and British paparazzi.” 


“If only they knew,” I say. 


If only they knew how boring this life was. As the prince of 
one of Europe’s oldest ruling families my life consists of one 
formal activity after another. Dedicate an international aid 
building one day, christen an ocean liner the next. Attend 
military parades on the weekend. Shake hands at state 
dinners at night. 


I’m not complaining about my life, but | sure do wish it had 
that spunk. That je ne sais quoi as the French say. But I’m 
neither French nor in their country. Spain is my homeland 


and Mallorca is the holiday spot the ruling family is expected 
to attend every year. 


But we certainly aren’t expecting visitors...especially by sea. 
“Is the guy in a boat?” | ask, wondering exactly how this guy 
is planning on approaching the coastline just off the 
Marivent Palace. There’s nowhere to dock, but then again 
he probably has one of those ultra long lenses so he'll have 
no need to get close. 


“Wait on second. One second,” Alejandro continues. “You’re 
not going to believe this, sir.” 


“Believe what?” 

“It's not aman. It’s a woman.” 

“A woman?” 

“And she’s not on a boat, or any kind of small watercraft.” 
“What devices are they trying now.” 

“Sir, it seems to be an...inflatable beach bed.” 


“What? Let me see those,” | say and Alejandro hands me 
the binoculars. 


| focus them in and see that he’s right. What the heck? 
But he left out one very important part. 
This woman is absolutely gorgeous...a bit out of her element 


it seems, but that only makes her seem more innocent, 
natural, and refreshing. 


| can tell from looking at her that she’s not Spanish. She’s 
pale and | can’t tell if she’s American, English, or maybe 
even Canadian, Australian, or South African. But what I can 
tell is she seems to having a rough time out there, fumbling 
around on that bed quite a bit, but all in all she seems to be 
having a great time. 

She’s smiling and rolling around left and right. Is she trying 
not to fall off? Those things can be tricky especially as far 
out as she is. 


“I can send out a boat to get her before she starts snapping 
pictures.” 


| look more closely. “She doesn’t have a camera,” | say. “I’m 
going to go out and take a look.” 


“Sir, you can’t do that.” 


“I have to do that,” I say. “Alejandro, how long have you 
known me?” 


“Since the day you were born, sir.” 
“And have | ever asked a favor of you? Ever?” 
“Never, sir.” 


“Well there’s a first time for everything and today is that 
day. Can you cover for me?” 


“Sir, the other guards will see you.” 


“Just say I’m one of our guests.” 


“I'll do what I can, but please hurry back.” 


| hand him the binoculars back and take off carefully 
maneuvering down to the shoreline and start swimming out 
to sea. 


Those binoculars he had were pretty powerful, but she was 
beyond pretty. Something about her caught my eye and | 
have to know more about this young woman. What in the 
world possessed her to risk her safety out there to try to get 
close to the palace? 


And why is she having more fun than me? And how did a 
woman so beautiful get on my island and no one told me 
about it? 


| get introduced to all kinds of fancy and rich women all the 
time, but they just don’t do it for me. There’s something 
about this girl that’s different and | have to see for myself up 
close. 


| paddle faster feeling an energy | haven’t felt in | can’t 
remember how long. A certain excitement from doing 
something | shouldn't be doing and meeting someone my 
handlers would never allow. 


But something in my gut tells me she’s not someone. 
She’s...the one. 


CHAPTER 2 


Lily 


“Oh my god l'm going to drown,” | say just as | carefully 
dump my mother’s ashes out at sea. 


My mother passed away last month and her only wish in her 
entire life was to visit Spain. Unfortunately she never made 
it but | was going to bring her here. To give her the one wish 
she always wanted. 


| remember when I was young and how I'd wake up in the 
middle of the night to find her passed out in her chair with 
Julio Iglesias playing on the radio next to her. She worked 
three jobs and ran on coffee and energy drinks trying to give 
me the best life she possibly could. | loved her so much and 
the least | could do was lay her to rest in the one place she’d 
always wanted to visit. 


But if | didn’t get this wonky inflatable beach bed figured 
out soon I'll be finding myself at the bottom of the sea too. 


I'd originally planned on placing her ashes from the shore, 
but quickly realized they’d wash right back in. Not 
satisfactory at all. 


But | didn’t plan on floating out this far or getting caught in 
a current which took me out even farther. 


| keep my arm tight around the urn in one hand and try my 
best not to fall off the beach bed with my other, but when a 
giant ship with “Balearia” on the side speeds by it creates a 


wave that’s too much, capsizing my seven euro beach bed 
and me with it. | hold my breath, and the urn, and kick for 
the surface finding the beach bed, but realizing there’s no 
way I’m going to be able to maneuver back on top...or back 
into shore. 


Then a second giant ship comes by, this time with 
“Trasmediterranea” on the side. But this ship must not see 
me as it passes even closer and | know this wave is going to 
be my undoing. 

As the wave approaches | tighten my abdominals and hold 
my breath just before the wave knocks me back and | feel 
the beach bed slip from my hand. 


| feel my body being tossed underwater and strangely it 
feels like someone’s hand is on me. What the heck? 


| kick hard for the surface and | swear I kick a body. 

Oh my god, is there a dead body out here? 

But no. There’s movement and | feel a muscled arm 
pressing against my stomach as I’m lifted to the surface as | 
gasp for air. 

“Are you Okay?” a voice in a Spanish accent behind me says. 
“Si,” | Say. 


“Don’t worry. l'Il get you in to shore. Everything is going to 
be okay,” the voice says again in English. “Just relax.” 


| do as I’m told and suddenly | feel my body being pulled 
backwards. | still haven’t seen this man’s face yet, but right 


now | don’t care. I’m just glad to be alive and somehow still 
have that urn in my possession. 


| try and sneak a peak a few times while he’s taking me back 
to shore, at least | assume he is as all | can see is the open 
ocean as he’s pulling me backwards. 


But something about the size of his arm and the speed at 
which my body is moving tells me this man is huge. 


And am I ever going to owe him a huge thank you for saving 
my life once we reach the shore. 


CHAPTER 3 


Leo 


| carefully bring us to shore in a small cove where | used to 
hide as achild. It will give me a chance to speak with this 
girl and figure out what in the heck she was doing out there. 


But speaking is the last thing on my mind when I see her 
body in front of me for the first time. 


She’s in a one-piece blue swimsuit, but | can clearly see 
she’s got more curves than the roads that wrap around this 
beautiful island and more mysteries than the ocean that 
surrounds it. | want to know more about what’s under that 
swimsuit and also what’s in that head of hers. 


But first | have to conceal this rock hard erection that’s been 
with me since | first touched her. Swimming with a hard on 
is no easy feat, and hiding it now will be no easier. 


“We can sit here for a minute,” | say taking a seat trying to 
hide my manliness. 


“Okay,” she says. “Thank you for saving me,” she adds as 
she catches her breath. 


“Thank you for saving me,” | say. This girl is a breath of 
fresh air and has changed another otherwise boring day into 
something much, much better. 


And as she turns to sit and | get another look at her those 
thoughts of her being the one come roaring back into my 


mind. 
“How long have you been here in Spain?” | ask. 


It’s an honest question, but | have other motives. | have to 
know her travel plans to know how much time I’m working 
with. | have to prove to this girl that I’m sincere, because | 
am, and I have to come up with a plan fast... 


To make her mine. 


There is an entire list of women I’m supposed to choose from 
when it comes time to marry. 


Well, technically it’s past that time. At thirty-three years of 
age my family had hoped I’d marry a few years ago, but I’m 
not marrying because it’s something I’m supposed to do, or 
expected to do. 


| still believe there’s one person out there for each of us, 
even though that idea was starting to seem like a ship 
passing in the night. 


But not anymore. Damn, I’m glad | stuck to my guns. This is 
the girl. This is the one. 


There’s no thinking about it. There’s no questioning or 
wondering. 


It’s well over thirty degrees Celsius (eighty-six degrees 
Fahrenheit) out here today and I’m covered in goose bumps 
from the chills she’s giving me. She makes me feel. Her 
porcelain skin is unlike the skin of the Spanish girls and rich 
girls | meet all the time. Those girls from “good” families 
spend most of their time sunning and shopping...two 


activities | have no interest in. Although | would like to spoil 
this girl without a doubt. 


Because | can see by looking at her how much she’d actually 
appreciate it. Heck, | bet she’s so well mannered she 
wouldn’t even accept it. Yes, | can tell all of that just by the 
way she carries herself and her body language. 


“| just got here yesterday,” she says. “I’m here for three 
days and then I have to go home unfortunately.” 


“Only three days?” 


“Yeah. Coming here was well above my budget. | actually 
had to apply for a few credit cards before | got one and as 
soon as | did | booked the flight and the room and as soon as 
| arrived I...attended to matters that needed attending to... 
and that’s when you found me.” 


“Attended to matters that needed attending to?” 


“Yeah...um. To check out the sea. To work on my tan...you 
know,” she says, but I can tell by her eyes she’s hiding 
something. There’s a certain sorrow to them. A bit of pain, 
but | won’t press for more information. | can see she’s not 
ready to talk about it. 


But I’m ready to learn so much more about her. | want to 
know everything. But I know my handlers will be looking for 
me. Surely they saw us come ashore and will be sending 
some guys down within minutes. 

| have to get us out of here. 


“What are you doing now?” | ask. 


She smiles and does it ever hit me hard. She’s even more 
beautiful than she already is when she smiles. The way her 
nose scrunches up and how the corners of her eyes rise. It’s 
a real smile, not a forced one at all and it makes me want to 
grab her right now and kiss her hard and never let go. 


Make her mine just as sure as we're sitting here right now on 
this sandy beach on one of the most beautiful island in the 
world...the most beautiful if you ask me, only surpassed in 
its beauty by her. 


“Well...right now I don’t have plans. | wasn’t expecting to be 
in this secret cove area,” she says looking to her left and 
right and then above, “with such a handsome Spanish guy.” 
She pauses. “You are Spanish, right?” 


Is she joking? She doesn’t even know who I am? This makes 
what I’m feeling even more perfect. Even more real. And | 
know it’s not some act to get access to the palace. We have 
reporters trying weird tricks all the time, but this girl is 
genuine. | can see it. 


But | know palace security won’t. They never take chances, 
which is why my life can be so boring at times. 


But not today. Not now. She’s already given me that spark 
that I’ve never had and | want to live today. To experience 
life in a different way. In a spontaneous carefree way. 


“Can you climb?” 


“Like these rocks? | used to climb trees with the boys in my 
neighborhood when | was a kid.” 


“Perfect. It’s similar,” | say. “Let’s go.” 


“Where?” she asks as she flashes that smile again. 

“This way,” | say, taking her by the hand and feeling an 
electricity shoot from her hand into mine and all the way up 
my arm. “Here, | can carry that for you,” | say reaching out 
for her vase. 


“It’s okay,” she says as she pulls her arm back. “I should...| 
need to watch out for this myself.” 


“Okay. | Know a way up that you can climb with one hand. 
It’s not difficult, but we have to hurry.” 


“Are you in trouble or something?” 

“No,” I say as | lead her up the path. Technically there’s no 
climbing, just a few places where she'll need to reach out for 
the exposed branches of the trees to pull herself up, but it’s 
easily done with one hand. “But you are?” 


“I’m in trouble?” she says, raising her eyebrows. 


“Yes, because you met me and now you’re going to havea 
partner in crime for life.” 


“A partner in crime?” she giggles. “I don’t do bad things.” 


“Well now’s the time to start. We’re going to get into all the 
mischief we can today. How does that sound to you?” 


“I don’t want to get into trouble,” she says. 


“It’s way too late for that.” 


CHAPTER 4 


Lily 


I’m not sure if this guy’s a little off his rocker or what, but 
he’s just what I need right now. | was pretty emotional out 
there in the water when I spread my mom’s ashes and | need 
a distraction from that. Not to mention | practically drown 
right after! And he saved me. 


| really don’t want to sit in my hotel room and be sad for 
three days...and then be even more sad at the end of the 
month when my credit card bill arrives and | struggle to 
make the minimum payment. 


With this guy’s excitement and energy at least | can have a 
fun few days, a distraction from my real life, before all the 
stress returns once | get back on that plane. 


Not to mention this guy is the hottest guy I’ve ever talked to 
let alone hung out with...if hanging out is what you call this. 


He seems pretty intense with some of his words. I’m not 
sure if he’s just joking or serious, but either way it’s 
attractive. He makes my heart beat from all the excitement 
he conjures up not to mention all those muscles. 


He must be about six foot fiveish and if | had to guess well 
over two hundred pounds. Two twenty-five maybe? But 
then again I’m terrible with numbers. All that matters is he’s 
big and full of muscles, but in a natural way. He doesn’t look 
like a stiff bodybuilder type. He looks like a guy who just 


does stuff and stays really fit that way. Sure he probably 
goes to the gym, but not obsessively. 


And his face. Oh my lord. | read in the in-flight magazine 
that Mallorca and Ibiza are famous for Spanish and European 
movie stars. He definitely has that look, that’s for sure. 


And right now he’s staring in a whole other kind of naughty 
movie that’s playing in my head. The way he looked at me 
down in that cove was like he was thinking what | was 
quickly starting to think...time for a little holiday romance 
down by the sea. 


But I’d never do that. I’ve been saving myself for Mr. Right 
and I’m not going to just throw that all away for Mr. Right 
Now with some hot guy on the beach of Mallorca, although it 
does sound very memorable and | may never get another 
chance with a guy as attractive and fit as this guy is. 


His hand locks on my upper arm as he guides me up the 
small path between the rocks and up the hill. There’s 
technically no climbing, but | think that might be because 
he’s helping me so much. His grasp is firm. It doesn’t hurt 
me or anything like that, but I certainly know he’s there. 
But there’s something more to it. 


It’s more than just a “I’m holding you so you don’t slip and 
fall” grasp. There’s a certain...possessiveness to it that says 
“I’m holding you so you don’t slip and fall from my life” 
grasp. From my world. And I have no idea what his world is 
like until we get to the top and realize his world is much, 
much different than mine. 


“Whoa. Your hotel is really nice.” 


“My...” he lets it trail off like it’s some sort of question. “Oh 
right,” he says. “Yeah, this hotel...well, the housecleaning is 
making the rounds this time of day so we have to stay out of 
the inside for a couple hours...which is perfect. We can go 
for a ride.” 


“A ride?” 
“On a Vespa, you know?” 


“Yeah. | always wanted to try one of those,” | say. “But | 
need to put this somewhere...somewhere safe,” | say looking 
down at the urn. 


“Did you want me to put some flowers in it? | can leave it 
with...the reception real quick.” 


“Um...no,” | say, not sure what to say next. He thinks it’s a 
vase, which is actually good. | don’t want to be a Debbie 
Downer right now. | love my mom and will never forget her, 
but bringing up the reason I’m here to a bunch of people 
who are on holiday isn’t a nice thing. | came here ona 
mission, but most everyone else is here to enjoy. The last 
thing | want to do is try and spoil other people’s holidays 
with my sadness. Plus this guy is really helping me feel 
better and | want that to continue. 


I'd rather celebrate my mom’s life anyways, right? She 
always wanted to come to Spain and enjoy it and have the 
time of her life. Well, I’m here now and | may never get the 
chance to come back. | know she’d want me to do all the 
things she wanted to do. And I have a pretty good idea this 
Spanish man knows a thing or two about the island and can 
show me a good time. 


“Maybe we can drop it off back at my hotel?” | ask. 


“Or if it’s valuable or a souvenir for someone we can get 
some bubble wrap and put in in the seat of the Vespa. It’s 
safe in there and meant for storing things. It won’t be 
harmed.” 


“Let’s swing by the hotel super quick. Plus it will give mea 
chance to put on some better clothes for the town. | don’t 
think it’s appropriate to walk around in my swimsuit.” 


| watch as in the blink of an eye he scans my body and | see 
a look in his own eye that’s more feral and more hungry than 
I’ve ever seen from a guy before. 


| work in the kitchen of a restaurant back home so the few 
guys | do see on a daily basis are covered in white aprons 
and we're all so busy getting orders ready that we rarely 
make eye contact to begin with. Once my shift is over it 
takes all the energy | have left just to get home and make a 
bowl of soup before | pass out and do it all again the next 
day. 


Having a man actually look at me like this makes me feel 
things I’ve never really felt before. | mean, sure, | have the 
Internet and | watch things from time to time, but that’s just 
online. It’s not real. This is real. This is really happening. 
And he’s really attractive, nice, and unless | missed it he’s 
really interested in something more. 


Me. 


“Deal,” he says. “This way,” his hand comes back toward 
me, but this time he doesn’t grab me by the back of my 
arm. His large fingers find my far shoulder as he wraps his 
arm around me, pulling my body in closer to his. | feel his 
oblique muscles against the side of my body and something 


inside me just clicks as | switch the urn to my far hand and 
try to wrap my arm around his midsection. Oh my god his 
rock hard midsection. 


| feel like | should be paying for these touches. Like I’m 
onstage at a Chippendale’s concert and | should be tucking 
bills into his swimsuit. I’ve never put my hands on a body 
this good and the last thing | want to do is let go. 


But as much as his physique is blowing me away, there’s 
something more. It’s his energy. His excitement. And some 
sort of secret that he seems to have. It’s like he doesn’t 
want me to know about his place or...wait. He doesn’t want 
his friends and family to know about me? 


A wave of disappointment washes over me realizing that 
might be the case. My pace slows and | start to second- 
guess everything. 


“Don’t you have to get back to your friends and family?” | 
ask. “Maybe it’s better. | can see the island by myself.” 


“No! We will see it together,” and | feel his grip on my 
shoulder tighten just after | being to turn my body back 
around. 


He’s not exactly controlling me, but he’s definitely not 
leaving me to my own choices right about now. There might 
be reason to panic or scream, but strangely enough there’s 
something about what he’s doing that | like. In a world of 
wishy-washy boys who can’t make decisions to save their 
lives this guy is the refreshing opposite. He wants me here, 
for reasons I’m still not sure of, but maybe | should just relax 
and go with it. 


He’s interested. He’s decisive. He’s committed to having 
fun. 


| pause for a second weighing the pros and cons and think 
back to my mom. Have all the fun here that she always 
wanted to have, but never got the chance to. | need to stick 
with that. 


“Where is your scooter parked?” 
Before the last word is out of my mouth he’s already guiding 


me towards a building which I’m guessing is the hotel 
parking lot. 


CHAPTER 5 


Leo 


She thinks I’m staying in a hotel. This is perfect. She’s 
perfect. She really doesn’t know. 


All the women in my country are angling to get with me with 
all their tricks and maneuvers that I can see right through 
them and here she is with no idea about me. No 
preconceived notions. No agenda. 

She’s honest. She’s beautiful. She is the one. 


I’m going to make this girl mine. 


There’s no way my family is going to approve, especially 
considering the timeline or lack thereof, but | don’t care. 


When you know, you know. And I know she’s meant for me. 
| don’t have a type, but if | did it would be her and her 
alone. She’s turning me on in ways I’ve never been turned 
on before, and still I’m hungry for more. 

“Where are you staying?” | ask as | hand her a helmet. 


“Really close by. In the harbor,” she says. 


That explains how she drifted over to the private beach of 
the Marivent Palace. 


“What’s the name of your hotel?” 


“| doesn’t really have a name, but if you can take me to the 
place that’s like the big WalMart | can point it out.” 


“Walmart?” 

“Yeah. | think you guys call it Care Four?” 
“Ahhh,” | say smiling. “Carrefour.” 

“Yeah! That’s the one.” 


Her accent is so cute and her attempt to pronounce 
European words is admirable. | can only imagine how fun 
it’s going to be to hear her Spanish, unless... 


“Do you speak Spanish?” | ask as we take off down the 
cobblestone road on our Vespa. Luckily there was one 
parked beside the garage. There are usually a couple there 
for our guests, and thankfully the one that was there had a 
couple of helmets with tinted face shields so the guard 
didn’t even recognize me, let alone hassle us. He probably 
thought we were with the catering staff or something. This 
life is so much more fun. 


“Un poquito,” she says. 

“Muy bien!” | say. 

“Gracias,” she says. 

Her accent is a bit off and so are my bearings as | feel her 
hand wrap around me from behind giving me a half hug. 


She’s still clutching that vase with the other hand and I’m 
getting more and more curious to know it’s significance. | 


like that she has mysteries that she values and keeps to 
herself. It’s the sign of a person you can trust. 


Sometimes | just feel like an old guy. Even at only thirty- 
three. These days everyone posts everything about their 
lives on social media. Even the royal family has social media 
accounts, but we just have a team that handles all that PR 
stuff. My account is the worst. | don’t like sharing things 
about myself. | feel like my private life should be mine, even 
though the public wants unlimited access. 


| need to keep personal things personal, and private things 
private. 


And that includes her. Not because | don’t want people to 
know the prince is out and about on the island just like 
anyone else, and he’s out with a tourist, but because | don’t 
want anyone else trying to corrupt her innocence. Once 
they start taking all kinds of pictures, and asking questions, 
and then digging into your background it just becomes way 
too much. 


She didn’t sign up for this...at least not yet. | just want to 
show her the fun side, before | show her just how serious | 
am. 


And am | ever serious about her...about us. 


CHAPTER 6 


Lily 


| consider telling him he can just wait at the Carrefour store 
while I run to my tiny hotel room, but decide | don’t really 
care. | know there are so many nice places here on the 
island and his hotel is incredible, even though | only saw it 
from the outside, but if he wants to spend the day with me 
then he should know now that I’m on a budget. No point in 
pretending I’m someone I’m not. 


Plus I’ve never been a fake person before so why start now? 


But when I come out of the shared bathroom from down the 
hall after changing and walk inside my room I see he’s doing 
something strange. 


“What are you doing?” | ask. I’m expecting him to be 
surprised, like | caught him in the act, but he doesn’t react 
at all. 


He just walks through the room and goes to the window, 
opening it. 


“Um...hello?” 


He just ignores me, sticking his head out the window and 
then looking back like he’s inspecting it. 


He makes some sort of grunt like he’s unsatisfied and then 
leaves the window area moving towards the wall, which he 
taps on. The sound is very thin and weak, letting us both 


know the walls are pretty much just a divider between my 
room and the next, not that | need much more or expect 
anything extravagant. 


“What are you doing?” | ask him after | carefully put the urn 
inside the dresser and lock it with the lock | brought with 
me. 

“Do they have any rooms on the second floor?” he asks. 
“What’s wrong with this one?” 

“It’s not safe.” 

“For you or for me?” 

“For you. | can take care of myself. I’m a guy. You’rea 
foreigner in a strange land and you shouldn’t be subjected 


to these kinds of living conditions.” 


“It’s all | could afford,” | blurt out before realizing | wish | 
hadn’t. 


“Let’s go to the front desk. We'll get you an upgraded.” 


“They’re sold out... think. Plus | don’t want to spend any 
more money.” 


“It’s on me.” 


“| can’t accept,” | say wondering why he’s acting so strange. 
Is he really just concerned about my safety? If only he knew 
how | worked in a kitchen around knives and boiling water 
and all kinds of other hazards. This place is nothing 
compared to the dangers | face everyday at work. We're 
constantly understaffed. | think it’s because the owner is 


trying his best to maximize profits, we have on the job 
incidents all the time...burns, cuts, all kinds of stuff. It’s 
what happens when you overwork the same few people for 
years at a time, but I’m in no position to complain. | need 
the money, plus my mom worked for that owner for years so 
| kind of feel like he did me a favor by hiring me. 


“Please. | insist.” 


“And | insist we go have a fun day like we were about to do 
before suddenly...| don’t know exactly, but things got 
weird.” 


He looks at me and sees I’m not messing around. | think the 
thought of me backing out on our time together is more 
important than anything else to him right now, or at least 
my safety in this room later. Maybe he figures if I’m with 
him I’m safe, or that he’ll talk me into it later. Either way | 
don’t care, but even though I’m talking tough | know that | 
can’t let him walk out on me...not that he would. 


I’m developing feelings for him so quickly. | want to just 
chalk it up to everything that’s happened in the last hour, 
but it’s not just that. Yes, releasing my mom’s ashes, almost 
drowning, and then him saving me and whisking me away 
on a Vespa all qualify as highly emotional experiences, but 
there’s something more to him. This isn’t some local guy 
just out to hook up with a tourist. He’s actually concerned 
about my safety. He genuinely cares about me in a way no 
one has since my mother passed. 


“Okay,” he says, but | can tell he’s not happy and that we’re 
going to revisit this at some point. Just not now. 


We walk out of my room and | lock the door behind us but 
before | can put my keys in my pocket he takes them from 


my hand in one fluid effortless motion and sticks the other 
key in the deadbolt, locking it too. 


“I’m not even going to be inside,” | say. 


“But that vase is important to you and | need to know it’s 
going to be there when we get back.” 


“You mean when / get back,” | say as he puts my keys in his 
pocket. What the heck? 


“We. I’m not letting you out of my sight.” 

This is the point where | should probably turn and run or 
demand my keys back so | can get my things and check 
out...and go to a new place where he won't find me. 

But | don’t have the money and it’s the height of tourist 
season. And as much as I don’t want to admit it to myself | 
like his protective vibe, so | don’t argue. 

We walk out the door and get back on his bike. 

“You like Picasso?” he asks. 


“Yes,” | say. “How did you know?” 


“| saw your sketchbook by the bed. Want to see some of his 
original works?” 


“Here?” 
“The Juan March Museum has some on display.” 


“Yeah. That would be great,” | say. 


“Hold on,” he says, and | wrap my arms around him and off 
we go weaving through the beautiful little quaint streets as | 
hold on to him from behind, unable to get my arms all the 
way around him, but | sure do enjoy trying as it allows me to 
feel his muscles underneath the white T-shirt that was stored 
underneath the seat. I’m not sure if it’s his T-shirt though as 
it seems way too small for his big frame even though it’s one 
of those generously cut summer T-shirts. 


| love how everything here is so casual and beachy, but he 
seems a bit more on the serious side...at least when in 
comes to me. 


CHAPTER 7 


Leo 


We spend the next hour inside the museum looking at 
Picasso’s works. We even hire a private guide to explain 
some of the inspirations behind the pieces and learn about 
the ways in which Picasso worked. 


Paying the guide with wet money that was inside the Velcro 
pocket in my swim shorts gets a curious look, but she 
accepts it anyways. | remind myself to check the Vespa to 
see if there’s some cash under the seat. We usually store a 
fifty-euro note there in case of emergencies. 


It’s really fun and | can see from Lily’s face that she’s having 
a blast. It’s crazy to realize it now, but we were having so 
much fun and had such a strange way of meeting that we 
hadn’t actually learned each other’s names until the guide 
introduced herself to us. 


It’s just that | feel so comfortable around her. She feels so 
familiar to me, which makes no sense as it’s clear we come 
from two different worlds. 


But regardless | think we’re still the same people inside. 
We're simple people who just want to enjoy life with our own 
families. The topic of families comes up when the guide 
mentions Picasso had four children, and then she asks me if 
we have any children. 


We as in the two of us. Together. 


| Know we must look like a couple the way we get along and 
talk about all the pieces together. | like that Lily can 
appreciate this artwork in a way that isn’t stuffy like I’ve 
grown accustomed to in places like this. Galleries are often 
full of people who pretend the work is deeper than it is, or 
that they know something that everyone else doesn’t, or any 
other kind of bragging. | like that she knows a little, but also 
knows that she doesn’t know too much. And neither do lI. 


We’re honest about it with each other, but I’m not honest 
when I answer the guide. 


“We just had our first,” | told her. She looked at me like | was 
crazy or that she might have recognized me, but being in 
just a simple white T-shirt, that’s not exactly my proper size 
making me look more like a tourist and not someone with a 
tailor staff at the ready, and flip flops and still having my 
hair messed up from the beach she must have thought there 
was no way it was me. This day, this time with Lily, has 

been so fun and so refreshing. 


“Congratulations!” the guide said, but she didn’t press for 
more details. 


“Thank you,” | say. As the guide turns to show us the next 
piece Lily pokes me in the ribs and gives me a “what in the 
heck are you doing,” look. 


What I’m doing is making her mine as | poke her back, as 
she playfully tries to avoid it but I’m too quick, and then 
gently take her arm in my hand. 


There’s no way I’m letting her go. Not today. Not tonight. 
Not ever. 


We step out of the museum and | spot a Picasso souvenir 
shop across the street. 


“Want to try on some Picasso dresses to remember this 
visit?” 


“Remember, how could | forget,” she says as she turns and 
flashes me that thousand-watt smile that shines brighter 
than the sun. 


She finds one that she likes and steps inside the changing 
room to try it on. 


The minute she steps out I’m floored. 


| thought the dress would be too quirky to actually wear, but 
on her it looks incredible. 


“Now you’re literally a piece of art yourself,” | say. “And I'd 
take this day with you over any of Pablo’s paintings.” 


“Thank you!” she says as she twirls around feeling great 
about herself. | like the way she’s feeling so good as being 
around her makes me feel a lot more than good. I’m busy 
trying to hide my erection, which has been with me since we 
met, when I see the shopkeeper’s eyes drift lower as her 
dress spins up higher. 


“She’s mine,” | growl at him and his shoulders shrug and his 
body pulls away from me. 


| grit my teeth and find myself snarling at him without even 
realizing what I’m doing. | feel my fingers dig into my palms 
as | form fists wanting to punch this guy for trying to sneak a 
peek at what isn’t his. 


| take a step closer to him stepping in-between him and Lily 
but in doing so it gives him a better look at my face. 


“I’m sorry Your Highness,” he says. This is exactly what | 
didn’t want. 


| look at his sign and see the dress if fifty euros. | quickly 
pull the money out of my pocket and hand it to him. 


“Let’s go,” | say to Lily, taking her hand and kissing the back 
of it. “You look too good in this not to wear it all day.” 


She gives me a confused look but doesn’t protest. “Thank 
you,” she says. “But l'Il pay you back.” 


“You already did,” | say. 

“No | didn’t.” 

“Yes you did, because now | get to have dinner with you.” 
“Dinner?” 

“That’s your dinner dress now.” 

“lam getting hungry,” she says. 

“So it’s settled.” 

“At least let me pay for dinner.” 

“| don’t know where you’re from, but | was taught that a lady 
never pays when she’s accompanied by a gentleman,” 


although my thoughts about her are getting far removed 
from anything gentlemanly as the day progresses. 


“Thank you,” she says. “But we can talk about it.” 
“Over paella,” | say. 
“Pie what?” 


| laugh at her accent. “Paella. It’s a famous Spanish dish 
from the sea. You'll love it.” 


“If you're there to share it with me I’m sure I will I—, I’m sure 
| will,” she says stopping before she says the word love, but | 
noticed. Did | ever notice. 


But we have to get out of here immediately as people are 
starting to notice me and once they do the palace will find 
out where I’m at and the best day of my life will get a lot 
more complicated. 

And | don’t want complicated. 


I want her. And I will have her. 


CHAPTER 8 


Lily 


As we drive across the island my mind starts to notice 
things, but maybe it’s just the heat. 


| could have swore the shopkeeper called him Your Highness, 
but then again that’s what we say to someone who's acting 
all high and mighty so maybe that’s what he meant by it. 
And the guy said it in English so maybe he just thought he 
was a tourist who was demanding too much. I’m not sure as 
| didn’t hear the rest of the conversation. 


But | did see things, as in the people that seemed to be 
doing a double take on him just before we left. And | 
thought | saw a couple people taking pictures as we sped 
away. 


But why would they be taking pictures of us? 

Did the story about him saving my life somehow get out? 

Is he famous or something? 

| mean he does have movie star good looks and the body to 
match. And he must have at least some money judging by 
the hotel where he is staying. It practically looked like a 
palace from the outside. | can only imagine how incredible 


the rooms are and how much they cost per night. 


But the only imagining I’m doing right now is about the two 
of us. This day has been more fun than I’ve had in...| really 


don’t know how long. Maybe ever as crazy as that sounds. 


And | just don’t want it to end. | want to pay for my own 
things, but | really don’t have the means, and | know that 
shopkeeper wasn’t going to accept a credit card. At dinner 
they should and l'Il pay for the both of us then. 


All | know is | want to spend as much time with him here as 
possible. | don’t want this night to end, or these three days 
to end. 


I’m already thinking about how I can convince him to come 
visit me back home. 


Am | losing my mind? 


| could blame it on the sun, or my mood, or being on a 
holiday, which actually feels like a holiday now. But I’m not 
one to make excuses. This is something so much more than 
that. 


And when we sit down for dinner and our conversation shifts 
from Spanish artwork to current events and even celebrity 
gossip and our favorite movies of all time | realize that we 
really do connect on a lot of levels. 


Good looks fade, or at least they usually do, but good 
conversation never gets old. And he’s got it in spades. 
We’ve got it in spades. 


And it doesn’t hurt that he found some restaurant where the 
waiters all seem to know him and we have the place all to 
ourselves. 


He told me he comes to Mallorca every summer with his 
family and they eat here often, but when | ask about his 


family he just tells me they’re having dinner close by the 
hotel tonight and that he has dinner with them the other 
three hundred and sixty-four nights a year and missing one 
dinner won’t hurt anything. 


And not only that but he insists this dinner is the best he’s 
ever had. 


But | have to be careful because he’s so charming he could 
charm the pants right off me, and I'd be lying if | didn’t say | 
hadn't been thinking about it for a few hours now. 


The way he touches my hand. The feeling of his body in my 
hands as we speed around the island on the Vespa. The way 
he takes me by the back of the arm or even by the small of 

my neck or shoulders when we’re walking and he directs me. 


I’m not used to this kind of intimacy with a guy and it has 
me thinking he could very well be the guy | want to 
experience another kind of intimacy with...the ultimate kind. 


But I’ve always told myself I’d save that for the one, but 
after today | can’t deny I’m feeling like the one could very 
well be him. 


My momma was a tough lady, raising me all by herself. She 
experienced heartbreak herself when her smooth talking 
boyfriend, my dad, walked out on her. She was never bitter 
about it, preferring to focus on the positive, but when | was 
old enough she did warn me about the dangers of guys 
trying to talk their way into your pants...or more 
appropriately charm you out of yours. 


But with Leo there’s no pressure and no sexual talk at all. 
He has said a few things today about me being his, but | 
guess | could interpret that as being his date for the day, 


even though he says it with a lot more conviction than it 
being just that. 


But how could he really mean that? We're not even from the 
Same country? On a day to day basis we speak different 
languages? And he’s clearly from a different world, even 
though | know little about it so far it’s enough to know it’s 
much more interesting and luxurious than mine. 


But when he feeds me our chocolate cake dessert from his 
spoon | know we speak a universal language...romance. And 
Spanish does sound sexy and technically is a romance 
language, literally. 


After we finish dinner I tell him I should probably be getting 
back, even though | don’t want to. 


“But the night is still young,” he says. And it makes me 
think that | am too compared to him. I’m only twenty-one 
and he tells me he’s thirty-three. That’s twelve whole years, 
but it doesn’t seem like it. He’s fun and energetic when the 
situation calls for it, but also mature and responsible like a 
real man too. 


In short he’s perfect. And he makes me feel tiny and 
feminine in his presence. He is the perfect man and this is 
the perfect day. 


But the sun and all our activities and the jet lag start to 
catch up with me. And pile on an entire piece of chocolate 
cake and it’s definitely time to get some rest. 


And when we get back to my hotel I let him know I need to 
use the restroom really quickly before | tell him goodnight. 


But when | come out of the restroom he tells me to pack my 
things. Although the island is safe he says my room is 
musty, smells a bit moldy, and isn’t fit for a princess. 


No one’s called me princess, ever, and his charm finally 
works on me. 


| check out and he drives me to another hotel. He promises 
me it’s run by a family friend and that it’s complimentary for 
him, and therefore me. | resist when | see it, but okay... 
maybe not as much as I should. 


And when the bellhop takes us to the top floor and the doors 
open my jaw drops. 


There’s a one hundred and eighty degree view of the sea, a 
bottle of champagne on ice, and a bed that’s practically 
bigger than the entire room | just vacated. 


But before | can even take it in, Leo tips the bellhop, pulls 
me in close and stares me in the eyes. 


| hear the elevator ding, letting me know the bellhop is gone 
and that we’re now alone. 


“I had an incredible time today with you and I’m going to be 
back in the morning to pick you up so we can do it all over 
again,” he says. 

“Okay,” | say as | nod my head, now thinking how sad I’m 
going to be when he goes...and also noticing how wet I’m 
becoming in his grasp. 

“Sleep well, beautiful.” 


“I will, handsome,” | say. 


“Until tomorrow | have something for you to remember me 
by.” 


“After today how could | ever forget?” 
“After this | know you never will.” 
“After what?” | say feeling the excitement and does he ever 


deliver as he leans in close and without hesitation his lips 
come crashing down on mine and | melt into his arms. 


CHAPTER 9 


Leo 


| lie in bed by myself wishing it wasn’t like this. For thirty- 
three years I’ve slept alone. First in my crib then in a bed, 
but it’s been my entire life. 


No scandals, no nothing. That’s the way it is in my world. 
Everything is watched, monitored, scrutinized, just like my 
actions were today. 

And I had to answer for my actions to the king. 

“What was | thinking?” 

“Who is she?” 

“Have | lost my mind?” 


“Did | forget who | am and my place in society?” 


And those were just the ones | got before | even had a 
chance to answer. 


My dad already had his people calling the photographers 
and the papers trying to do damage control. It wasn’t that 
he was against what I’d done, it was that he was against the 
way the media would handle it. He knows. | know too, but 
there was no stopping me. Not today. Not when it came to 
her. 


Nothing could stop me when it comes to her. | mean | 
practically snapped on the guy selling the Picasso dresses 
today. | never get jealous. Never. 


But | could feel the rage as he was looking at her. My Lily. 


I’m even jealous of the guys working the nightshift of the 
hotel | put her in. They’re closer to her than | am, and | don’t 
like the thought of that. | don’t like anything coming 
between us. Since that first moment our bodies collided in 
the ocean all I’ve thought of are ways to keep her right by 
my side. 


| want her by my side. | need her by my side. 
And oh how | want her in my bed. 


It was so hard leaving her there in her suite after that kiss. | 
just wanted to push my way into her room and show her 
exactly what it means to be mine. 


Even the way | think has changed. And that has everything 
to do her she’s all | can think about. All | want to think 
about. 


My desire for her is like a magnetic pull. I’m tempted to tie 
my bed sheets together and sneak out of the palace right 
now and go be with her. 


l’d walk out the front door if | needed to, but it’s better if | 
exit without being seen, both inside and out. 


| don’t want her to know. Not yet. | don’t want to burden 
her with my lifestyle. | want more time to show her this is 
very real for me as | Know it is for her. 


And | know once | make her mine our privacy will be gone 
forever. 


Until then | just want to enjoy my life with her doing 
whatever we want, wherever we want, whenever we want. 
And somewhat counter-intuitively that involves me having 
to sneak around, so! don’t have to sneak around. It doesn’t 
make sense except that it does. 


But after the taste of her sweet lips everything makes 
sense. All those cheesy romantic love songs you'd hear on 
the radio, or YouTube, or on MTV your entire life that always 
seemed silly, goofy, and completely overdone now seem like 
they weren’t even done with enough emotion. They were 
lacking in feeling...once you experience the real thing. 


And she’s the real deal. The only one for me. 


| grab my phone and look at the clock counting the seconds 
until | can be with her again. It was so great today being out 
without my phone. Just two people enjoying each other’s 
company. 


But | need my phone now, but for a different reason. l'Il use 
it against those paparazzi photographers. And I'll use it to 
walk right out the front gate tomorrow morning. 


And by morning | mean before the crack of dawn, because | 
know I’m not about to fall asleep tonight, not with her on my 
mind. 


And thoughts of our future. Our life together. Her 
innocence. Her honesty. Her realness. 


And all those things that she has and all that she is will soon 
be mine. 


And l'Il be hers. 

Forever. 

But tonight | had to be a gentleman. | had to let her get 
some rest after running her all around the island today and 
all the excitement she had leading up to that point. 


But | don’t know how much longer | can be a gentleman. 


All these feelings I’m feeling are completely foreign to me. 
Completely new. 


I’m sailing in uncharted territory here, but soon these 
territories will be our lands because this prince has finally 
met his princess. 


CHAPTER 10 


Leo 


| text my friend Antonio the second Lily excuses herself to 
use the ladies room at lunch. 


Antonio is one of the only journalists in the world | trust. | 
texted my plans to him this morning and he’s been texting 
out fake sightings of us all day long, sending the paparazzi 
on a wild goose chase...far away from where we actually are. 


And it’s allowed us to enjoy some absolutely perfect 
moments today. 


Antonio called ahead and rented us a boat so we could row 
into the Caves of Drach, feeling the greenish light from 
below the water reflect up at us inside one of the most 
beautiful and under appreciated places on the island. 


Then I captained another boat, this time a proper one, also 
rented by Antonio, and took us all the way over to 
Formentera off the coast of Ibiza. Formentera is full of 
celebrities this time of year and we didn’t pull the boat on 
shore until it was time to dock for lunch, instead swimming 
about one hundred meters from shore most of the day until 
it was time to island hop over to Menorca. 


The sun has my Vitamin D levels through the roof making 
me desire her badly it took everything | had not to take her 
at so many different points during the day. The way she 
looked diving off the boat into the water. The way her body 
moved. The way her lips wrap around her food when she 


ate. And most importantly the way she smiles when she 
looks at me. 


Damn she’s beautiful in every way and tonight she'll be 
mine. 


Which is exactly what I’m texting Antonio about right now. 
Lock down a spot? | text. 

You’re not going to believe this place. It’s booked under my 
name. Told them I wouldn’t bring any ID thought so just say 
my name and you're in. 

You're the man, as in my best man when I marry this girl. 
Whoa! You finally met the one? 


No doubt. Will let you know. Thanks again, from both of us. 


My pleasure. Looking forward to the wedding, unlike every 
single woman in Europe right now. lol 


| don’t care about any other women though. | only care 
about one, the one I’m taking to the place Antonio reserved. 


He knows people that work the travel department of his 
company than know more about the best hotels in the world 
than | ever could. 

My phone vibrates and I click on the link. 


Yeah, this is the place | say as I read the link he sent me. 


It’s a review from The Telegraph U.K.’s website and if the 
picture itself wasn’t enough the description alone makes me 


want to get there immediately. 


Cap Rocat 
Cala Blava, Majorca, Spain 


“ Luxurious and arresting Cap Rocat, formerly a 19th- 
century military fortress, has been imaginatively 
transformed into an exceptional boutique hotel with two 
pools and restaurants, and a sumptuous spa. Close to 
rugged coastline and woodland, it is an unparalleled haven 
of peace, offering complete privacy. “ 


9/10 - Location 

Cap Rocat is situated on the edge of a nature reserve on its 
own private peninsula with panoramic views over Palma 
Bay. There are no nearby properties, affording it total 
tranquility with only the sound of the sea and birdsong for 
company. It is a 25-minute drive to Palma where there are 
plenty of shops, galleries and sights such as the Cathedral 
and Almudaina palace. Palma airport is just a 15-minute taxi 
ride away. 


9/10 - Style & Character 

Internationally renowned local architect, Antonio Obrador, 
has ingeniously converted this rambling, seemingly desolate 
and impenetrable sandstone military fort into a comfortable 
and chic living space. With its wide subterranean 
labyrinthine paths, grand stone bridge and giant crenelated 
gates it resembles a James Bond film set mixed with ancient 
Moorish citadel features. Natural stone, marble, timber 
ceilings and mellow lighting are combined with furnishings 
in neutral tones and bold-hued rugs to create a restful 
ambience. 


9/10 - Services & Facilities 


When guests arrive at the end of a long secluded track, a 
smiling multilingual greeter in white tunic and trousers 
directs them to the hotel entrance where a team awaits, 
offering a personalized warm welcome. Valet parking is on 
hand and guests are provided with refreshments. Service is 
understated and discreet with staff handling their tasks with 
effortless efficiency and always with a smile. At Cap Rocat 
nothing is too much trouble as the client is king. 

Aside from the large infinity pool flanked by comfy loungers 
with on-site library for guest use, there is a 24-hour gym, 
private cinema, bar, shop, and a spa housed in a former 
limestone water deposit. Yoga, Pilates classes and personal 
training sessions are offered along with a raft of massages 
and ayurvedic treatments. The indulgent Hammam Ritual 
experience, involving hot steam, deep cleansing and 
massage with aromatic soap, is a must. The spa also 
includes a long and lean seawater pool with magnificent 
skylight. The hotel has created its own small sandy beach 
zone with direct access to the sea. Complimentary bikes and 
snorkeling equipment are available and countless choices of 
local excursions by land and sea. 


9/10 - Rooms 
There are 26 beautifully appointed suites and two rooms - 
most former military installations - situated in the 
extensive grounds. Each has a dreamy canopied day bed 
and private terraces that afford spectacular views to sea 
and adjacent forestland. Six suites - the Sentinels and Suite 
del Mar - include private plunge pools. Atmospheric rooms 
include comfortable sofas and armchairs in neutral shades 
offset by arched ceilings, soft textiles, historic seafaring 
monochrome images, and stone flooring. Four-poster beds 
are featured in some suites. 
Aside from television, music system, coffee machine and 
minibar, cotton robes and slippers are provided along with 
exercise mat, and straw hat and basket for the beach. 


Bathrooms offer double basins, freestanding baths with 
relaxing salt selection, walk-in rain showers and amenities 
contained in pretty glass jars. Scented candles, room 
fragrance and flowers are a nice touch. 


9/10 - Food & Drink 

The hotel has two restaurants run by chef Victor Garcia; 
smart La Fortaleza found in the main building and The Sea 
Club, an alfresco, relaxed affair located in an idyllic spot 
close by the sea. The latter serves freshly prepared fare 
cooked on a traditional Majorcan wood grill at lunchtime and 
in the evening. La Fortaleza opens for dinner and offers 
Mediterranean gastronomic cuisine using organic, locally 
sourced ingredients. Two exquisitely presented tasting 
menus are offered: the Majorcan option at €80 (£70) and a 
seven-course extravaganza at €90 (£80), or you can pick 
three plates. Delicious and flavorsome starters included 
baby sweet peas with bacon and egg yolk; main courses of 
Denton fish with finely sliced spring onions and Romescu 
sauce; and desserts such as Majorcan rubiol pastries. An 
impressive selection of wines is available including C'an 
Xicatla, a limited-production, moreish local white wine. 

A basket of breakfast goodies is driven by golf buggy to 
each room at a time to suit. Guests can dine on one of their 
private terraces overlooking the sea or in the cozy suites. A 
generous menu of egg and cooked dishes is available as 
well as fruit, pastries, yoghurts and cold meats and cheeses. 
Leaf tea is provided in teapots and coffee of choice is 
served. There's even a ‘surprise menu’ for the intrepid. 


“What ‘cha looking at?” 
| look up and see her there already back from the restroom. 


“Oh, just another of the places left on our itinerary for 
today.” 


“You mean there’s more?” 


“Beautiful, when it comes to you | can’t get enough. | 
always want more.” 


She leans down and kisses me in my seat. 
| stand and push her chair back in as she seats herself. 


Being a gentleman is expected of a prince, and | always try 
my best to be so. 


But it’s something else entirely when I’m doing it for my 
lady. It makes me feel like even more of a man seeing her 
being treated like the most important woman in the world. 
And she is, in my eyes that’s for sure. 

And tonight my eyes are going to see her for the first time 
without that swimsuit, and she’s going to see even more of 
this man than she might be ready for. 


Because | know I’m not going to be able control myself when 
| see her unclothed body there in front of me. 


| owe her all the romance in the world, but | can only 
guarantee one thought will be on my mind. 


Taking what’s mine and making her mine...forever. 


CHAPTER 11 


Lily 


Somewhere between the fantastic Formentera and magical 
Menorca | fell in love. 


And it wasn’t just the sea, sand, and sun. 
It was him. 


The way he’s always so in the moment of the current 
activity, but already has the next activity ready to go like it’s 
just something we do naturally. 


And that’s why I’m in love. Everything feels so natural. 


| never thought about being with an older guy but now it 
makes complete sense. I’m definitely not saying all older 
guys are the same, but Leo definitely displays the traits you 
would expect out of an older guy. 


He’s calmer, likely because he’s already made it in life. He’s 
well-mannered, knowing not only how to treat a lady but 
also wait staff and service industry professionals. As 
someone who works in a kitchen and gets food sent back 
because it’s “cold” or some other reason that often happens 
because the customer spent fifteen minutes taking selfies 
with a steak or leaving Yelp reviews without actually taking 
a bite, I’m especially conscious of that. 


And he’s elegant, something I’d heard about Europeans, but 
had no experience with. 


And if the mainland of Spain is anything like this island... 
well, I’m not sure there’s any reason to go back home. Ever. 


But only because of him. 


But time is also running out. This unplanned and 
unexpected romantic rendezvous may turn out to be 
nothing more than that, but most importantly I’ve 
experienced love for the first time. 


And as much as I want it to continue there are no 
guarantees. But I know I’m in love and judging by the 
erection he’s spent each of the last two days trying to 
conceal, he feels something too. | want to say he’s in love 
too, but | don’t want to speak for him. | want to hear it from 
his own lips in order to know it’s true. To believe my hunch 
might just be real. 


Before these unbelievable three days come to a close. 


Tomorrow is my final day so something will have to happen 
fast. 


We ascend to the top of the mountain and he pulls the 
Vespa over to the side of the cliff top before helping me off. 
This is the part where I’d ask my companion if this area is 
safe, but never with this companion...with him. 


He helps me remove my helmet and points to a flat rock 
surface. 


“We must talk, before it’s too late,” he says. 


| look in his eyes and see nervousness for the first time. It’s 
cute and it lets me know he’s human too. The way 


everything comes so naturally to him all the time | was 
starting to wonder if he was almost too perfect. But I like 
the emotion I’m seeing. 


| just don’t know how much I’m going to like the words that 
follow. 


CHAPTER 12 


Leo 


| take her hand and guide her to the flat rocky surface just 
next to the hotel. It’s close enough but private, that way | 
can speak with her alone and after we can easily enter the 
hotel. | help her sit before joining her at her side. Where we 
belong...at each other's sides. 


“Are you having a good time here?” | begin. 


“A great time. Thank you,” she says taking my arm and 
cuddling into me. 


“Me too,” | say. “And that’s what | want to talk to you 
about.” | pause and she pulls back a bit so she can look into 
my eyes. I’m sure she can tell I’ve thought this through 
thoroughly, because | have, and that her answer means 
everything to me. 


“What do you think about living here with me? In Spain?” 
“Well. | do have a life to go back to,” she say. | don’t want 
to sound too desperate or eager, even though lam. But I’m 
more concerned about getting my heart broken. But over 
what. What I’m doing back home in the palace hardly 
constitutes the kind of life | want to live. 

“Doing what with whom?” 


“Cooking food. A job.” 


“My woman will never cook or work.” 


“Your woman? Since when did | become your woman?” 


CHAPTER 13 


Lily 


He stops and runs his finger along my cheek. “Since the 
first time | saw you you became mine. And every second 
that we’ve shared, every moment that’s passed my grip on 
you has been even tighter, just like you’re grip on me. And 
now...now there’s no way | can let go of you. You are mine. 
You must be mine. And I must be yours.” 


“Wow,” I say my eyebrows lifting. “Those are strong words.” 


“But you can’t tell me they are wrong because you know 
they are right. You know this.” 


| can’t say anything. He’s read me like an open book. 

“But I’m not your woman. | can’t just stay here forever.” 
“It’s time we change that.” 

“Change what?” 

His hand comes around from his side and | see he’s got a 
robin egg blue box in his hand. There’s only one store in the 
world that uses that color and you don’t have to be Audrey 


Hepburn to know what store that is. 


My hands come to my face and | feel tears forming in my 
eyes. 


“Beautiful, | could own all that you see in the distance...the 
land the sea and even the clouds. But it means nothing 
without you. And it’s you | want to share all of it with. All 
those things. My life. My family. And the family we will 
create. | want you to be my princess now and forever more. 
And | want you to be my wife and the mother to our many 
children. But first please take this promise from me to be 
your man and to be everything you ever dreamed of, 
because that’s exactly what I’m going to be for you...and 
you for me. Let’s take the first step together. Marry me,” he 
says. 


| wasn’t expecting it, but this whole holiday has been so full 
of surprises I’ve learned to expect the unexpected. And he’s 
shown me a strength inside myself and a commitment to me 
like | haven't felt in a long long time. And I love him for that 
and | want to keep feeling that. | don’t know much about 
him, but | do know he loves me and love can get us through 
anything. And anything and everything is exactly what | 
want to spend the rest of my life doing...so long as it’s with 
him. 


“Yes,” | say. He removes the ring from the box and slides it 
on my finger. A perfect fit. It’s the perfect size, very tasteful 
but I still know I’m wearing it. It will definitely serve asa 
reminder of the most special moment of my life since | was 
born, and the official beginning of our lives together and the 
day we knew we'd create our own lives by bringing children 
into this world. 


He kisses me and pulls me in tight and my fairy tale 
romance is complete. 


Or is it? 


“And there’s something else | must tell you,” he says. 


CHAPTER 14 


Lily 


| should have known he was married or something. This was 
too good to be true. 


“There was a reason you may have noticed a few people 
following us a couple times. Or maybe you checked the 
Spanish newspaper websites on your phone last night?” 


“No. | fell right to sleep. I’ve never had a holiday before so | 
wasn’t about to spend one second of iton my phone. But 
what? What do you have to tell me?” 

I’m so happy, but I’m bracing myself for heartbreak. | feel 
like it’s the story of my life sometimes and I’m so tired of it. | 
just want the bad times to end and | was so damn close with 
him. 


“When we marry,” he begins. “You will be a princess. My 
princess.” 


“Okay,” | say looking at him. “But what was the big thing 
you had to tell me?” 


“Only that. You will become my princess.” 
“That’s it?” 


“That’s it. You knew all along?” he asks looking bewildered. 


“Well, | think it’s somewhat normal for a man to tell his bride 
to be she will become his princess. It’s a nice thing to say.” 


He’s surprised me yet again. | do get my happy ending after 
all. 


“No, | am not telling you something cute or calling you 
some...how do you Call it? Pet name? You will be my 
princess. | am Prince Leo of Spain.” 


“What?” | say laughing. “Okay, I’m Princess Lily of Spain,” | 
say making an imaginary wave of my hand in the air like 
Tinkerbell and then doing some sort of Zorro sword thing 
with my hand. Is Zorro Spanish or Mexican or American 
anyways? 


“No, this isn’t some childhood imagination or crazy dream. 
You won't become a princess. You will become the princess. 
Look,” he says removing his phone from his pocket. 


He opens a web browser and | see the lead story on some 
website called marca.com is, “Who is the prince’s mystery 
girl?” There’s a picture of us on his Vespa whipping through 
the streets. | think it was taken just after he bought me that 
Picasso dress. Yes, it definitely was. 


Wait? Is that why he wasn’t telling me many personal 
details? Is he joking right now? Why was he trying to rush 
me out of his hotel that first day? 

“Is this a big joke?” 


“This is no joke. | can promise you.” 


“What about that hotel? The one where you’re staying?” 


“We must go there tomorrow and make the announcement.” 
“At the hotel?” 

“It’s not a hotel.” 

“It said Marivent Palace. | saw it on the sign on the front 
gate when we drove away. | needed to have a reference 
point in case you were kidnapping me.” 

“Well, | certainly took you, didn’t I?” he says, his look 
changing from dead serious to smiling for just a second. I’m 
waiting for him to follow it up with the, “You almost fell for it 
line,” but instead he gets very serious again. 

“The Marivent Palace is...the Marivent Palace.” 

“But that sounds a lot like the name of some hotel?” 


He hands me his phone. “Google it.” 


| type it into google.es and look at the pictures. Then I go to 
the Wikipedia page and hit the translate button. 





And then | feel my head spinning and everything goes black 
just as | feel myself becoming weightless as | pass out. 


CHAPTER 15 


Leo 


Most women know way too much about me and spend their 
time trying to impress me with some list of qualifications or 
whatever. 


Lily knew literally nothing about me and | was the one who 
had to try and list my qualifications for her! 


How crazy was that? But that’s exactly why she’s perfect. 


She loves me for me, not for who | am or what family | come 
from. She’s oblivious to all of it. 


“Where am I?” she asks coming to. 


“You passed out for a second. | ran inside and got a bottle of 
water. Here, please take some.” 


| give her the water and a few minutes later she says she’s 
all better. | help her get to her feet, but feel she is strong 
enough on her own, but still I’m not taking any chances. 

| never would with my fiancée. 

| walk her from the rocky surface to inside the hotel making 
sure to keep my hand on the back of her head and keeping 
her head down. 


“What are you doing?” she asks. 


“We can’t be seen together like this yet. It’s not proper.” 


“Oh. Uhhh, right,” she says. She’s new to all of this, but 
she’s catching on quickly. She’s a fast learner as I’ve seen 
over these last couple days. 


| get her to the room and apologize for rushing us through 
the lobby. The hotel is public, technically, although it does 
serve a very well-off clientele. But still, in this day and age 
everyone has cameras on their cell phones and we don’t 
need pictures of us going to a nice hotel room hitting the 
papers or being posted online before the news comes out 
that we're engaged. 


But | can’t wait any longer. 


| have to have her tonight. | made her mine with that ring. 
It’s official now. 


And now | have to make her mine in another way. The one 
that binds us forever, and starts our journey towards making 
a family of our own. 


CHAPTER 16 


Lily 


The cool ocean breeze across my face brings me back as | 
process his words yet again. 


I’m going to be a princess. 


No wonder everything was planned out so well. He probably 
has access to well...everything. 


And from the look in his eye he wants access to the one 
thing he’s never had...yet. 


Me. 


We step out onto the marble open front of our room, if room 
is even the right word. It’s literally carved into the side of 
the mountain and unlike anything I’ve ever seen. There’s 
not even anything to separate our living quarters from the 
open air. | guess this island is so exclusive and safe, and it 
pretty much never rains, at least in the summer, that it’s not 
needed. 


And the setup provides the ultimate in freedom. | feel so 
free, not to mention all the freedoms that being a princess 
are going to bring. 


No more back breaking work in the kitchen where | was 
working. 


No more wondering if | was going to pay the utility bills let 
alone make rent. 


And no more eating sardines for dinner out of a tin can to 
Save money, even while | made such nice meals for our 
guests. Strangely we got not so much as a discount on our 
own food. 


But discount is just one of the words that no longer needs to 
be in my vocabulary at all. I’m a simple girl and it doesn’t 
take much to keep me happy. Just something to wear each 
day, some food on my plate, and some time each day with 
him are all | need. 


And maybe a glass of wine and a bit of chocolate from time 
to time and that’s it. 


| look back behind me at the bed and see there are two 
chocolates on it...one on each pillow. 


“I wonder how the chocolate tastes,” | say motioning toward 
the bed. 


“I wonder how you taste,” he says moving in closer to me 
putting his hands on my hips. 


He stares into my eyes for a long time before finally moving 
in closer and kissing me. | love the way his lips feel on mine 
and | love how he takes his time when he looks at me. It’s 
like he’s admiring me one second and thirsting for me the 
next. And that’s not all. A single stare from him can cover 
more emotions than | ever expected possible. 


“Wait,” I say. “I want to take a shower.” 


“Me too,” he says. 


“Can | go first?” 
“We can go together.” 


“But | want our first time to be the first time we see each 
other.” 


“It’s going to be.” 
“But how if we shower together.” 


“His and hers showers,” he says motioning towards where 
our in-suite bathrooms are. 


And he’s right. One for each of us. 

“Just do me one favor? The same l'Il do for you.” 
“Anything.” 

“Come to me fresh from the shower in all your true beauty. 
Your hair slightly damp still. Your skin glistening. Nota 
stitch of makeup. | want you just how you are. Perfect.” 

| melt into his arms and hug him tight before coming up 
onto my tiptoes and kissing him one last time before walking 
into my bathroom. 

| feel his eyes on me and turn and wave seeing him still 
standing where | left him. He hasn’t moved and his eyes 


haven't come off me. 


He looks hungry and I know when I come out it will be time 
to feed that hunger. 


His and mine. 


CHAPTER 17 


Leo 


| lie in the bed on my back having finished first as | wonder 
how | got so lucky. 


How did | find this girl...this perfect young woman who 
literally drifted into my life? 


What compelled me to swim out there to her? 


Life is a series of opportunities and chances, and | sure made 
the most of mine. 


And now I’m going to make the most of making her mine. 
I’m going to enjoy every single second of... 

Her bathroom door slowly opens but she’s not standing in it. 
| wait, saying nothing, as the anticipation builds until 
suddenly she steps into the doorway looking just how | knew 
she would. 

Perfect, natural and naked. 

Without anything inhibiting her beauty. Enhancing isn’t the 
right word, because her natural beauty could never be 
enhanced...she’s that perfect. | dislike cosmetics and 


unnatural things and thankfully she doesn’t need them in 
the slightest. 


She’s a true princess, beautiful from the inside and out. 


| motion with my fingers, curling them back towards me and 
she comes to me. 


My eyes scan her delicate collarbone and then her full 
breasts...the ones that she’d kept hidden from me 
underneath her swimsuits until now. Teasing me relentlessly 
even though she didn’t even know she was because she 
wasn’t trying to. But the sight of her on those boats, in the 
water, it was too much. It’s got me too worked up and | had 
to see what was underneath and now that | have I’m even 
more intrigued, more impressed, and more feral. 


Because now | can imagine all the ways | want to touch 
her...aS my eyes drift down across her middle and stop on 
her perfect peach. Damn her pussy is beautiful and | swear 
it’s glistening in the moonlight which is reflecting off the 
Balearic Sea. 


The sea which will soon be hers when we walk together 
down that aisle and the two of us become one. 


Her knee finds the bed and then she slides her other knee 
up as she swings her leg over my midsection and leans in for 
a kiss, practically mounting me. 


But as soon as her lips meet mine my hands find her hips 
and | quickly flip her over and onto her back and mount her. 


I’m the man. I’m the animal. And I’m in control tonight. 
Or not... 


“I’m going to do my best to give you the romance you 
deserve, but | can’t promise anything the first few times.” 


“The first few times?” 


“There will be no sleeping tonight I’m afraid. There’s an 
animal inside me that needs to be fed and the only thing 
he’ll bring to his lips is you. The only taste he wants is 
yours. And I know I'll never have that thirst for you 
quenched...that hunger suppressed, so I’m going to very 
gladly spend the rest of my life on this earth feeding it. 


“Morning. Noon. And night.” 


“| don’t need you to be gentle. | don’t...want you to be 
gentle. | want you to take me.” 


“lII take you alright, because you’re mine now.” 
“And you're mine.” 


“That’s right,” | say. “And my body belongs to you just as 
your body belongs to me,” | say as | slide down rubbing my 
torso across hers feeling her breasts make contact with the 
skin of my chest. Feeling her hard nipples graze across my 
Skin making my cock twitch. | know I’m already pre-coming 
and | want to fill her so bad right now. Just enter her and 
unleash immediately, filling her with my seed and making 
our babies together, but | have to try my best to show some 
restraint. To enjoy. 


“I’ve been waiting for you. All my life.” 
“It’s your first time?” 


She doesn’t answer immediately, just looks up into my 
eyes. “Yes.” 


“As it is mine.” 

“Really?” 

“| swear.” 

“Because you're always being watched? To avoid scandal?” 
“No.” 

“Why then?” 

“Because all this time | was waiting for you,” | say as my 
body comes up off hers and | already miss the skin to skin 
contact. 

| bring my lips next to her ear. 

“You know you're mine, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” she says. 

“Tell me.” 

“I’m yours,” she says. 

“Forever?” 

“Yes,” she whimpers. 

“Say it. Tell me.” 


“I’m yours forever and always.” 


“And l'm yours,” | say before biting her tender earlobe. 


My mouth moves to her cheek and then my kiss finds her 
lips, but | don’t stop there. | continue along her jawline and 
then down her swan-like neck and across that collarbone of 
hers | was just admiring before taking her arm in my hands 
and slowly kissing all the way down the inside of her arm, 
feeling goose bumps form on the outside of her arm. 


When I reach her hand I roll her wrist over and kiss the back 
of her hand. 


“Your Highness,” | say, and she moans lightly. 


| delicately place her arm on the sheets to match the 
delicacy of her body...her felinity. 


| kiss across her stomach and then down to her midsection 
watching as her legs spread opening for me. 


There’s no time for foreplay when | smell her, my tongue 
goes right for what it wants opening her folds as she moves 
her ass on the sheets rotating slightly in the bed pushing 
her pussy against my face. 


My hands slide up and under her butt and grab her globes 
hard as | feast on her femininity, finding her clit and flicking 
it with the tip of my tongue and hearing the whimpers that 
escape her mouth. 


But nothing is escaping my mouth. | want her to come and | 
want it all. | want to drink every last drop of her nectar like 
I’m a flock of hummingbirds devouring an entire feeder. Like 
l'm a clan of honey badgers licking her sweetness. 


But not a flock or a clan, just me because she’s mine and 
mine alone. 


But the way she turns me on gives me the feeling that | have 
the strength of ten men or a hundred of the fiercest 

animals. And right now I’m completely feral as my tongue 
slides deeper inside finding her spot. 


“l'm gonna—“ 
“Do it,” | mumble and she moans in response. 
“I’m gonna. I’m gonna. I’m. I’m. I’m coming!” 


As my tongue presses against her gushy spot | feel a wave of 
juices cover it and then slide into my mouth. | flick my 
tongue causing another wave and then back it up so! can 
swallow everything she’s given me. | want it all...every last 
drop. 


And every last drop is exactly what | get as her body shoots 
up in bed and she takes my head in her hands and pulls my 
face up to hers kissing me hard. 


“Oh my god, Leo. Oh my god,” she says as her body 
continues to spasm. 


| grab my cock bringing it to her moist opening as she 
spreads her legs wide. 


| rub the head of my dick up and down through her folds, 
lubricating it although that hasn’t been necessary since the 
second | saw her naked body. 


“Now you come in me,” she says. 
“Yes,” | say. “That’s exactly what I’m going to do...come so 


deep inside you you'll feel it all the way until next week. Fill 
you so full when you stand up it should drip out of you, but 


it won’t because your pussy will milk my rod soaking up 
every last sperm, giving every last one a chance to fertilize 
your egg and give us the baby that | want so badly with 
you.” 


“Oh my...yes!” she says as | slide inside her as my teeth grit 
and my eyes close. 


| feel her walls tighten around me and I’m ready to come on 
contact, but | hold my breath and rock my hips back, 
depriving my body and my mind of oxygen, not to increase 
the thrill, that’s far from necessary, but to last longer. To 
please her, and me in the process, more...longer...better. 


| slide back in opening her wider and feel her ankles wrap 
around my back and her thighs and calves squeeze against 
my body tighter willing me deeper inside her. 


It’s all the invitation that | need, knowing that she can take 
more of me. Knowing that my nine inches of thickness isn’t 
hurting her. Knowing that we can bond even deeper and 
that | can explode inside her ever farther. 


My hips find a rhythm as do her moans. 


| watch as her breasts slide back and forth and my hands 
come down clamping on each one as | thrust inside her like 
my life depends on it. And it does, because without her my 
life is meaningless. And when we make this baby, this life of 
our own, we'll have everything. 


“Fuck, beautiful,” | say as | feel my balls pull up and | start to 
see stars, even in the darkness. 


“Fuck...fuck...fuck!” | moan as my cock jerks forward and 
then back before exploding forward like a piston as it buries 


itself inside her and unleashes my warm creamy gift deep 
inside her and my mind goes black for a second until a 
picture of a child appears and | come back to the moment, 
my cock still jerking, filling her even more. 


“Oh...oh...oh!” she says as | look down and see her body 
Spasming and her arm shaking. 


“I’m coming again,” she says as her eyes shoot open and her 
fingernails dig into the sheets. 


The way her eyes are as big as Saucers staring at me as | get 
to see what | did to her...how | took her to another place 
both in body, mind, and in the place inside her | want more 
than any other. 

Her soul. 


Because that’s exactly what we are...soul mates. 


A full minute later as her body stills and my knees go numb | 
collapse on top of her. 


“Sorry,” | Say. 


“Are you kidding? For what? That was incredible,” she says 
kissing my face repeatedly. 


“For putting all my weight on you.” 
“I like it. It makes me feel so small and girly.” 
“You know what’s even smaller than you?” 


“What?” she says making a pouty face. 


| bring my hand up and around and put it on her stomach. 
“The life that’s now growing inside you.” 


“I’m not sure it works like that...or that it’s that fast,” she 
giggles. 


“Look at how fast we fell in love and how well we are 
together.” 


She looks down at her stomach and places her hand on top 
of mine. 


“Well when you put it that way it just makes me think of one 
question for you then.” 


“What’s that?” 

“What should we name her?” 

“Her?” 

“Or him?” she giggles. 

“I've got the perfect thing to call the baby.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Ours,” | say and | kiss her lips as my eyes close and | feel 
peace and perfection sweep over me unlike any | ever knew 
could exist in this life. 


But that’s because she’s in my life...forever now. 


Because she’s mine. Mine and only mine until the end of 
time...and beyond. 


CHAPTER 18 


Lily 


“Your father will see you in his study,” the big, rough 
security guard looking guy in the suit says to Leo. “Alone.” 


| spend the next thirty minutes in the garden of the Marivent 
Palace having tea with Leo’s mother. She’s absolutely the 
nicest lady I’ve ever met, next to my mom, and | really enjoy 
speaking with her. | thought she might be a bit stuffy or 
possibly even fake, but she’s not at all. | feel bad about 
having preconceived notions about rich royal people, and 
wonder why | even did considering she’s the woman who 
carried Leo for the first nine months of his life. 


She even compliments me on my ring, but she doesn’t say 
anything about the whole princess thing. I’m getting the 
notion that Leo’s father, the king, will make the final 
decision on this matter. 


But Leo and | have already talked. If we sense any push 
back from his family then we’re gone. We'll go do our own 
thing and make our own way in life. To be honest it doesn’t 
bother me at all. And if anyone were to think | was in this for 
the money or the celebrity | would immediately prove them 
wrong. Living our days on a Spanish ranch far from any 
highways while you make babies and enjoy life with your 
family wouldn’t exactly qualify as front page news, or 
exciting to just about anyone...anyone other than Leo and | 
that is. 


That’s all we want to do, build a family together. 


| hear the sound of nice shoes on the cobblestone and turn 
to see Leo and his father dressed in very nice suits as they 
look at me. Neither has any expression of any kind on their 
faces. 


“Pleasure to finally meet you, Lily,” his father says. 

“Pleasure to meet you, Your Highness,” | say as | stand 
realizing | don’t even know the proper words, but | hope that 
might be it or that it will at least do. 

“Do you mind if we join you?” 


“Not at all,” | say. “Please do.” 


Leo and his father take a seat at the garden style table with 
Leo’s mother and l. 


“I think there may have been a misunderstanding,” his 
father begins. 


This isn’t good. 


| feel a lump in my throat and swallow so hard it’s audible. | 
guess my behavior at this moment justifies what | know his 
father is about to tell me...I’m not cut out to be royalty. 


| brace for the bad news, but realize all that it’s going to 
mean is that Leo and | will go off and do our own thing... 
assuming the plan we put together withstands this test. 


But | can’t lie, with no parent of my own | was really hoping 
to find a family with him, and not just the one we are going 
to make. It seemed so amazing that soon his parents would 


be my parents and I got my hopes up at just the thought of 
it. 


“You see, somewhere along the line apparently there was 
confusion that we wanted to choose the woman Leo was to 
marry. Apparently she had to be a certain way and froma 
certain family and in line with all other kinds of 
preconceived parameters.” He pauses and | wonder where 
he’s going with this. “But in actuality, nothing could be 
further from the truth. We only wanted our son to be happy 
and after speaking with him this past half an hour it’s very 
clear he’s happier than he’s ever been. So without further 
ado we'd like to welcome you to the family.” 


The king stands and | stand to give him a handshake...| 
think, but instead he pulls me in for a hug like the warm 
greeting a father would give his own daughter. 


“Okay dad. Hands off. She’s mine, remember?” | hear Leo 
say and | let go of the king and wipe the tear away from my 
eye. 


“Why are you crying?” Leo asks coming to comfort me. 


| finally reveal the real reason | came to this country. It’s not 
that | was hiding it, it just never made sense to tell him the 
entire story and I’m so emotional right now that it just comes 
out. But it’s not about my story it’s about our story...all four 
of us. 


And these aren’t tears of sadness, but tears of joy. | have 
found a family | can be a part of now and | know that means 
my mother can finally rest in peace. | know she wanted this 
for me even more than she wanted to visit Spain once in her 
lifetime. 


And in fulfilling one wish for her | was able to fulfill her wish 
for me, and my wish for myself. 


Mothers always do know what’s best. Even in this case 
where it seems like a complete coincidence that Leo and | 
met | know it’s not. 


| look up to the sky and wink and just at that moment | feel a 
single raindrop fall from the sky and land on my cheek. 


My mother’s no doubt. Together we're crying one last time, 
but this time it’s tears of joy. 


“We made it momma,” | say softly so no one can hear. “I’m 
gonna be okay thanks to you...thanks to you as always. | 
love you.” 


“I love you too,” Leo says catching just the end of what | said 
as he wraps me up in a hug. 


And with that I’m part of a family again. My family with my 
possessive Spanish prince. 


EPILOGUE 


Leo 
One month later 


I’ve been waiting on this day eagerly for an entire month 
now...the longest month of my life as | can’t wait to show her 
off to the world. 


It’s the day we Officially introduce Lily to the country. 


It’s no secret at this point, but being in the royal family 
requires a lot of preparation and pomp and circumstance. | 
never cared much for it but getting to watch it through her 
eyes suddenly makes it seem so much more fun and 
interesting. 


And | know she appreciates it just as much as | appreciate 
her. 


| watch with pride as the announcement is made and then 
the press hungrily ask her any and every question under the 
sun. 


She answers them with a calm, uncalculated ease that they 
probably weren’t expecting. My father asked her if she 
wanted some coaching before this day but she politely 
declined. She said she figured the best approach was to just 
shoot from the hip and be honest. 


And her openness and honesty are winning fans over left 
and right. 


| open the web browser on my phone while all eyes are on 
her and Google her name. She’s trending number one on all 
social platforms and not only that, the response is 
universally positive. | Knew the world would love her just as 
much as I do. Well, almost as much. No one can love her 
like I do. 


“One last question,” my father says as he looks at his watch. 
A full hour has already flown by. 


“Anything else you’d like to add about being a part of the 
royal family?” one of the reporters says. 


“Yes, just one thing,” she says and she turns to look at me. 
“| figured since | was part of the royal family | should do my 
part to contribute.” 


A confused look comes over the crowd and I have a hunch 
what she might say next, but I’m not really sure. 


“I don’t understand,” the reporter asks as she continues 
staring at me. 


“The prince and | will be welcoming our own addition to the 
royal family soon. I’m pregnant!” 


A tremendous noise overtakes the pit of reporters and social 
media goes absolutely crazy. 


Not only have we not technically wed yet, but she’s 
announcing she’s pregnant. 


| just smile realizing this is a girl who doesn’t just break 
conventions, she breaks all conventions and the mold to go 
along with it. 


| come up out of my seat and run to give her a hug as a Sea 
of camera flashes and cheering begin. 


“They loved you,” | Say. 
“And it’s all because | love you,” she says. 


“Can we get the exclusive rights to the pictures of the child,” 
| hear a voice in the journalist area shout. 


| turn and lock eyes with him letting him know in no 
uncertain terms that this is my family and mine alone. We 
may be public in many parts of our life, but some things 
have to stay private...some things are too personal to share 
with anyone. 

And that’s my fiancée and will also be our children. 


“Sorry for asking,” the man says, correctly interpreting my 
stare. 


“He’s just doing his job,” Lily says as she kisses me. 
“And I’m just doing mine...with and for my family,” | say. 


“That’s right. We're all yours,” she says taking my hand and 
putting in on her stomach. 


“And l'm all yours...both of you,” | say. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Lily 
Ten years later 


I watch from under the shade of a tree while | have 
lemonade with the Princess of Monaco. 


“Good one!” | shout to Lourdes, our oldest daughter as she 
kicks the soccer ball through the net past the diving arms of 
her father. 


We may be the royal family, but we’re not afraid to get our 
hands, or our clothes, dirty. At least not when it comes to 
our children. 


We have five kids now each perfectly spread apart by two 
years. Five kids plus two adults is the lucky number seven 
and | can’t see us having any more, even though | know Leo 
wants more...he really is a lion, in and out of the bedroom. 


There’s Lourdes, Luca, Lucia, Luis, and Lola. We figured if 
mom and dad’s names started with L then why not keep the 
tradition? 


And Leo has stayed just as possessive of us over the years. 
He’s very careful about which journalists he allows into our 
circle. So far it’s only been one...his friend Antonio. 


But even Antonio wasn’t allowed pictures of the children 
when they were babies. Leo said it was too personal to 


share, and he doesn’t like sharing our family with anyone. 

He’s such a private person, which is really nice actually as 

he goes out of his way to make our times outside our home 
calm and enjoyable just for our family. 


We certainly do enjoy mixing with the people of Spain as 
they’re wonderful people and full of life, but we do that so 
much as it is that we need time to ourselves and to enjoy 
our family too. 


l'm a common type of person as it is so | actually enjoy 
mingling. There’s nothing more fun than walking the streets 
of Barcelona on a hot summer evening and feeling the 
excitement in the air from the people both young and old. 


And equally as fun is sailing out of the harbor in Valencia. 
Or watching the snowfall on the Alhambra. 


Or having tapas, or pinchos as they’re called in San 
Sebastian, around happy hour time. 


The food, the culture, the people...all amazing. | see why 
authors have been able to so easily romanticize it over the 
years. 


But the most romantic thing in this country...in this world... 
is my family. 


Just watching my children sleep in a hammock on a warm 
summer day. 


Watching as we board a flight out of Madrid for one of our 
many destinations that we travel to...always together. 


Or watching their father play with them just like he’s a kid 
himself, enjoying time with his children in a way that only a 
man who truly loves his family could. 


“Hey, got any lemonade?” he asks as he catches his breath 
after running over to where we're sitting. “Lourdes is getting 
good.” 


“Yeah, | saw that,” | say pouring nine glasses. One for each 
of the seven of us and two for our guests. 


“Kids!” he says, turning to them and they all come running 
to fill up on the sugary sweet but just bitter enough drink 
before heading back out to play. 


“Wow, how do you manage it all?” the princess of Monaco 
asks. 


“It’s easy when you have as much love as we do.” 


The princess turns and looks at her prince. They kiss and 
then turn back toward me. 


“Could you please excuse us for a minute. | think we need 
to...lie down for an afternoon nap?” 


“Of course.” | pause. “Should | send anyone up to wake you 
at a certain time?” 


“No, we won't be sleeping,” the prince says. The princess 
Slaps him on the chest. “For very long.” 


She smiles and | smile back. 


“Wish you a nice rest,” | say and the two of them are off. 


| sit down and pour myself another lemonade, but in the 
reflection of the jug | see the prince grab the princess’s 
behind. 

Yeah...they’re not going to be sleeping at all. Seems our 
love and our family hasn’t just inspired this nation, but 
another nation. 

And that’s how we do it and how we teach our children. 
Love everybody and respect everyone, whether you're 
royalty or a cook in a kitchen, because I’ve been both and 
both come with their ups and downs. 

But nothing comes with as many ups as what comes next. 


“Mom, thanks for making lemonade,” Lourdes says as she 
quickly pours another glass and tips it back with two hands. 


“You're welcome, sweetie,” | say as | run my hands through 
her hair. She really does look exactly like her dad and |. It’s 
like she’s exactly fifty percent of each of us. 

But she’s one hundred percent got both of our hearts. 

And as she quickly scores another goal her father gives her a 
high five and a hug, giving her the self-confidence to let her 
know she can do anything she wants to do in life. 

The sky’s the limit and dreams really do come true. 


| Know, because it happened to me. 


Thanks to my prince and our castle full of kids...forever. 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Baby Lust 
Veteran 


Book 3: 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Built 
Bambino 
Rescued 


Book 6: 


Book 7: 


Leader 
Professor 
Burned 


Book 8: 


Book 9: 


Worldly 


Book 10: 


Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Book 14: 
Book 15: 


Driven 

Lucky 13 
Lumberjacked 
Protector 





Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman's Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEAL’s Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 
Veterans Day Daddy 





Book 30: 


Book 31 
Book 32 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
: Police Officer’s Princess 
: Statham 


Book 33: 


Book 34: 
Book 35: 
Book 36: 
Book 37: 


Bodyguard 

Greek God 

Billionaire Single Dad's Babysitter 
Mountain Man 

SEAL’s Justice 


Book 38: 


Book 39: 
Book 40: 
Book 41: 
Book 42: 


Royal Romance 

Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 
Crocodile Dan D 

Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 

Doctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 


Book 43: 


Cop’s Babysitter 


Book 44: 


Book 45: 


Nanny for the Cop Next Door 
Small Town SEAL’s Saving_Grace 





Book 46: 


Book 47: 
Book 48: 
Book 49: 

Book 50: 
Book 51: 
Book 52: 
Book 53: 
Book 54: 
Book 55: 
Book 56: 
Book 57: 
Book 58: 


Cop’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Nanny 
Cowboy's Babysitter 








Steamy 

Brother’s Best Friend 
Possessive Professor 
Firefighter’s Babysitter 
Soldier’s Secret Baby 

Ward's Independence Day 
Doctor Next Door 

Possessive Policeman 
Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Boss’s Babysitter 





Book 59: 


Book 60: 
Book 61: 
Book 62: 
Book 63: 
Book 64: 
Book 65: 
Book 66: 


Virgin in New York 
Rock Star’s Baby 
Possessive Protector 
Possessive Australian 
Best Friend’s Brother 
Possessive Cowboy 
Summer Romanced 
Possessive Prince 


NEWSLETTER 


Be the first to know when new books are available. 


Get the occasional freebie. 


Join my mailing list by clicking on the link below... 


Click here 0 Get on the list 


